most of the shells burst in the cemetery a hundred
metres behind our line. It looks as if the dead were
to be denied their peace ; perhaps the Fascist slogan
" Spain, awake ! " is for their benefit as well.

Great damage has been done to the workmen's
houses that constitute our line together with the
trench. Holes through which we can fire in the
event of an attack have been bored in every wall;
the moon peers through the broken tiles of the
roofs ; the smashed window-panes have been
replaced by boards that shut out the light. In
the evenings, by the reeking flame of an oil wick,
dark shadows play upon the broken furniture and
our quarters wear a spectral air. A bridal couple
on the wall stares at us from out of a gilt frame half
hidden in cobwebs, and a broken gramophone still
testifies to a modest pretence at well-being. Two
militiamen are busy chopping up an old chair for
firewood. Some tattered books have been swept
in a corner. Everything about us is filthy, dusty,
broken, neglected. The husky yelping of hungry
dogs left behind in the houses farther up echoes
through the night.

We have been living in these ruins for the last
twelve days. Everything we touch is dirty; even
the water from the well is muddy and leaves a grey
deposit in our glasses. It is too cold to have a
good wash. The pavement in front of our house,